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Softly sweet, In Lydian Measures,
Soon he sooth*d his Soul to Pleasures.
War, he sung, Is Toll and Trouble ;
Honour but an empty Bubble.
Never ending, still beginning.
Fighting still? and still destroying.
If trie World be worth thy Winning,
Think, 0 think. It worth Enjoying.
Lovely Thais sits beside thee5
Take the Good the Gods provide thee.
The Many rend the Skies, with loud applause ;
So Love was Crown'd, but Musique won the Cause.
The Prince, unable to conceal his Pain,
Gaz'd on the Fair
Who caus'd Ms Care,
And slgh?d and look'd, slgh'd and iook'd,
Sigh'd and look?d? and sigh'd again ;
At length, with Love and Wine at once oppress'd,
The vanquished Victor sunk upon her Breast.
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